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IN GERMAN BY-ROADS 



By Charles M. Skinner. 



With original illustrations by E. A. Burbank. 



A kinship of good Saxon blood takes an American closer to 
Germany than to any other part of continental Europe. Among 
the Latin countries he is always more or less a stranger, and he 
can never wholly sympathize with the surface- wearing of pas- 
sions, the gay, flashy, volatile life that is the astonishing out- 
come, or offset, of centuries of stormy history. But when 
he wanders to the Rhine and finds himself among the 
monuments of a civilization of which his own is a boasted 
fruitage, or succession, he is aware in a subtle way that 
home is nearer to him than it was when he went glacier- 
climbing on Vancouver island or arose early in the morn- 
ing to enjoy the soft babble of the old French market in 
New Orleans. 

Mr. E. A. Burbank is an artistic pilgrim. He is so 
good a Yankee that he appreciates the land from which 
he got his sedateness, his moral squareness, his mental 
eagerness and energy ; and he finds something of these 
good old Puritan qualities in the very shape and sheath- 
ing of the houses that he has sketched for us here. 
His way of picking subjects shows how well these mat- 
ters appeal to him. He takes an honest liking to the 
soundness of these houses ; they stand for soundness 
in the Teutonic character. He softens no angle or 
asperity, for these denote a sturdy self-sufficiency. 
Quaintness there is, even to the verge of ugliness ; but is not the prized quality of 
picturesqueness the apotheosis of ugliness ? 




AN ANCIENT ELEVATOR. 




HOUSES IN A BAVARIAN MOUNTAIN VILLAGE. 



In German By- Roads 

Let us lock arms with this wide-awake young stroll- 
er and see a few of the by-ways of the Fatherland 
in his company. Perhaps he will not object if we 
look over his shoulder as he makes his drawings, 
where we can see that he means, first, to be 
right. It is a part of the Saxon in 
him. 

This tall-roofed house, with a 
beam thrust out from a window in 
one of its three or four ever-nar- 
rowing garrets, gives him a good 
subject at once. The rope and 
chain swinging 
from that beam have 
lifted the family wood, 
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STEEP AND NARROW. 



coal, and 

flour, the 

horse's hay, and belike in troublous days has been 

a ready gallows for a traitor or a spy. Much of 

this sort of thing is also to be seen in Holland. 

As for these old streets in Munich and Lands- 
berg they stand for some hundreds of others in the 
four quarters of the empire. Is there any man 
who, in the heyday and hurrah of his youth, has 
gone afoot among the quiet villages along the 
Rhine, who needs to be told what these houses and 
churches are like ? What memories they have for 
us ! It was under just such Swiss-like and rough- 
jointed roofs and balconies that we 
stopped that evening on the way down 
the mountain, for half a loaf of black 
bread, a square of waxy 
cheese, and 
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THE CLOCK-TOWERS. 



a deep mug 
: of beer, whose 
snapping cool- 
ness and fra- 
grance brings 
moisture into 
our throats at this day. It was in such 
an alley as that into which the fascinat- 
ingly hideous tower-tops peep, that we 
lost our way while hurrying for a train 
that was to start from quite another g& 
part of town, and employed our brief 
German vocabulary to the pain and amazement 
of the peaceful villagers. 

That narrow house of Landsbere that divides 




A STREET IW LANDSUERG. 
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In German By-Roads 



the way, sending it up hill to the right and down 
a slope at the left — what a halo of medievalism 
falls upon it when its corner lamp is lighted ! 
And one really does not know these old towns, 
as he certainly does not enjoy them, 
unless he goes about as Mr. Burbank 
does, nosing out these oddities, not 
only in the day time 
but after dark. 

The customary 
performance for 
the tourist is to see the 
cathedral under a rapid /§ 

guide ; to be pulled up 
by another guide before ' •, 
eighteen or twenty very dreary 
crucifixions in the art gallery, to 
the neglect of all the pictures he 

would really like to examine ; then to have dinner with a crowd of his fellow- 
countrymen at the hotel, and inquire what time the train goes. 

But that is no way to see these places. The show spots of half the cities are 
more or less alike. It is the corners and by-ways that we must peer into if we are 
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TILES AND GABLES. 







A TYROLEAN GUEST-HOUSE. 
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OUGHT TO BE HAUNTED 



to get memories or local color. Speaking 
for myself, the most vivid pictures of 
Europe that I carry with me are those of 
Mayence, Cologne, Antwerp, and similar 
towns after the stars were out. It was 
the way of my companion and myself to 
do our guide-book sight-seeing by sun- 
light, and make our more original and 
enjoyable tours of observation at night. 
It made a long, hard day, but a fruitful 
one. After dinner we would light our 
cigars, and sally forth to deliberately lose 
ourselves. There was nothing to fear. 
Law breaking is not so wise a trade in 
s Europe as it has been in parts of our land. So 

when, in uncanny hours, we found our unguided 
footsteps echoing around some ail de sac that had 
been entered through black~ arches 
like that of the " Munich Doorway," 
and was found lighted by swinging 
lanterns of antique workmanship, we 
felt no alarm if, presently, soft foot- 
falls mixed with the sound of ours, 
and dark forms were seen huddled in 
doorways, for we knew it was only 
\ the police who were reassuringly 
on the watch, and that we were 
suspicious characters to be saved 
from the danger of committing a 
mischief. 

That pile of red roofs and 
gables, before which Mr. Burbank halts us next, has a familiar look. Is it not the 
view from the bed -room window 
of our hotel? — that memorable 
hotel, starred in Baedeker ! The 
cooking was no worse than com- 
mon ; the service that we paid 
for may have been good or bad, — 
we got none of it ; the candles 
charged to us were not burned, for 
we were wandering too late to wish 
to read ; and as for the soap, we 
repudiated it with scorn : but it 
was at this hotel that our small 
change ran so nearly out that, 
after squaring our account with 
the landlord, we had but a half- 
mark or so for the table waiter and 




' f.A /3wi 



FOR GHOSTS AND WASSAIL. 




AN OLD STOVE. 
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nothing for the porter or the chambermaid. This 
discovered, did not the entire crowd of mendicants, 
from the landlord to the scullion, follow us to the 
doorstep and laugh and jeer until we were out of 
sight? Yet, for ten cents more they would have 
taken their hats off. Imagine the executive corps 
of an American hotel following guests to the street 
to deride them because the tips were not as 
large as they had expected ! 

But such experiences are few, and after the 
first vexation has passed they become funny. 
We follow Mr. Burbank again in more tranquil 
mood, taking care to be supplied in future with 
small coins. The sign " Weinstube " is an easy 
decoy for us into the monastic apartment. Here 
we rest our weary limbs in wooden chairs and 








AN ALLURING PERSPECTIVE. 

scent old tales of ghosts and wassail as we 
look about at the stairs leading up and 
down to mysterious nowheres ; down the 
tunnel-like halls redolent of flavors of de- 
parted liquors ; at the quaint stove and 
the carved wood-work here and there. A 
glass of liquid sunlight, sharp but fragrant,, 
warming, blood-giving, full of blond Teu- 
tonic strength, reinvigorates us ; and 
we resume our tramp, stopping to 
enjoy some aggregation of roof, 
tower, monument, and convent walls, 
or to enjoy almost equally the skill 
of the draughtsman in grouping their 
salient features into a sketch-book 
picture. 
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A VILLAGE CUL DE SAC. 



